CHAPTER 83 


July 6, 2011 


| don't care how much | pay. 

Too much, the Magic Bus. 

| wanna drive my bus to my baby each day. 
Too much, the Magic Bus. 


It was music class again, only this time, everyone who already played an instrument 
was supposed to bring it in. The obvious exception being Yukiko, since she couldn’t 
carry an entire piano; and it’s not like she owned a keyboard. Thank god Mr. 
Kentaro had anticipated a few students would need a keyboard. | mean, they 
weren't fancy or anything; just those cheap keyboards you could find in any music 
store; the ones where despite having 80 something different ‘instruments’ on it, all 
sounded exactly the same. 


Well regardless; class hadn’t begun yet and Justin was fiddling around on his guitar, 
playing various songs he could remember as he tried to pass the time. He had sort 
of hoped the others would play their own instruments, do their own thing; all that 
stuff. Instead they just sort of watched him as he made an ass out of himself; trying 
to sing along to the song, even though he clearly could not. Well, at least from 
Justin’s perspective anyway. Chie had tried to match Justin’s guitar with her bass; 
but alas, she couldn’t really narrow down any consistency in his chord structure. It 
seemed like it changed every other verse. After a while she just gave up. Justin kept 
hammering away at those chords for a while; or at least, until the part where it 
would just be the drummer playing. There was more after that, but it just didn’t feel 
right to Justin to skip an entire portion of the song just so he could keep playing; 
and he wasn’t just going to sit their mumbling lyrics like an idiot. So he just stopped. 


“Jeeze, you’re really good at that.” Yu remarked as Justin adjusted his fingering on 
his guitar. He was really just playing anything he felt like while he waited to hear 
why they needed to bring their instruments in in the first place. At the moment, he 
was strumming the chords to ‘Lake of Fire.” Though he wasn’t singing along this 
time; he was holding a conversation with Yu after all. 


“It’s only a few chords. Nothing special.” Justin passed off the compliment modestly. 
Yu wasn’t buying that Justin just got a little lucky though. He clearly knew what he 
was doing; no need to play coy. He just needed to get Justin’s ego to kick in, then 
there would be no question on whether or not Justin could tear-up a guitar or not. 


“No, really! That sounded amazing!” Yukiko tried to persuade Justin. Of course it 
sounded amazing; it WAS the Who after all. Still, Justin was having a hard time 
being convinced that he was any good at what he did. He was alright; nothing to 
write home about. Chie just wore a slight smile on her face as Justin continued to try 
and deflect their compliments. Though whether that was because she was used to 
Justin trying to be modest, or because she still thought he was a great musician was 
another question entirely. Could very well be both. Justin was absolutely adorable 
when he got flustered; mostly because no one expected someone like Justin to be 
embarrassed. Especially not after trying to incite a riot during the presidential 
elections. 


“Well let’s not get too ahead of ourselves. | think Yosuke might be better.” Yu 
smirked. That certainly caught Justin’s attention; as evident by his refusal to strum 
a single chord more. Instead he shot Yu a combination of a dirty look and a 
confused glance. 


“Yosuke plays guitar?” Justin questioned. He wasn’t sure why he was finding that so 
surprising; | mean, guitar kinda WAS that instrument everyone tried to learn back at 
his old school. Maybe he had just hadn’t expected Yosuke to play an instrument at 
all. After all, if his musical tastes were reflected in his choice of instrument; he HAD 
no instrument of choice. No seriously; Justin couldn’t even remember what 
instruments were in Rise’s music. Probably keyboard or something. Wasn’t very 
memorable, whatever it was; that much was for sure. Yu shook his head slightly. 


“Oh yeah. He’s really good too. | think he might have you beat, Justin.” Yu 
continued. Justin only glared harder at that. He knew damn well what Yu was trying 
to do. And oh ho ho, it was fucking working. Yukiko and Chie just sort of chuckled a 
bit under their breath when they realized what Yu was trying to do; though more so 
because Justin was falling for it. They all knew Yosuke played guitar; never once had 
they heard him play it though. Hell, if Chie hadn’t seen it for herself that one time, 
everyone would have thought Yosuke was bullshitting. Except maybe Yu. Yu never 
really doubted Yosuke on... Well, anything. 


“Quit bullshitting me, Yu.” Justin spat out slightly angry. Yu, of course just took 
Justin’s anger as a sign that his plan was working. 


“No bullshit; Yosuke’s really good man. | swear, he was playing so fast one of the 
strings broke.” Yu continued to bluff. 


“One of his strings- Is that supposed to be a good thing!?” Justin questioned. 
Breaking a string has nothing to do with talent. In fact, you were more likely to 
break a string if you DIDN’T know what you were doing. Yu just chuckled a bit. Good 
or bad, he could still work this angle. 


“Nah, no one could have stopped that string from snapping. After all, those were 
some pretty intense riffs.” Justin just stared at Yu fora moment before grabbing at 


the guitar neck. You want to see intense riffs? Alright, I’ll show you intense riffs 
motherfucker. 


“Watch and learn.” Justin remarked before strumming rapidly at the strings of his 
guitar, his fingers going each and every way in a blur of flesh. No one could really 
keep up with it in all honesty. And Justin was right about one thing; those were 
some pretty fast licks. But then, what did you expect? Hangar 18 was like one big 
guitar orgasm. 


People actually started to turn to watch Justin hammering away at his guitar. It was 
mostly just chords at the moment, but he was strumming them with such an 
intensity and speed that it was almost awe-taking. Just you wait until he got to the 
solo. It probably wouldn’t be the same without an amp; but you take what you can 
get. 


Welcome to our fortress tower. 

I'll take some time to show you around. 
Impossible to break these walls 

For you see the steel is much too strong 
Computer banks to rule the world. 
Instruments to sight the stars. 

Possibly I’ve seen too much. 

Hangar 18, | know too much. 


Justin tore away at the strings incredibly fast, tapping and hammering on and off in 
all sorts of crazy metal patterns. People had actually started to clap as he finished 
individual ‘solos’ per say. They weren’t really solos, mind you. Just some short riffs 
and licks. But they were so incredibly fast and powerful, you might as well have just 
called it a solo. It had the same effect on the crowd anyway. That aside, people 
were getting into it; even if they weren’t terribly interested in metal. They were just 
fascinated by the skill that Justin was showing off. Hell, even the investigation team 
was a little awe struck. They knew he was better than he give himself credit for; 
they didn’t think he was THIS good though. Not even Chie; and she had heard him 
play at least a dozen songs by this point. 


Foreign life forms inventory 
Suspended state of cryogenics 
Selective amnesia's the story 


Believed foretold but who'd suspect 


The military Intelligence 

Two words combined that can't make sense 
Possibly I've seen too much 

Hangar 18 | know too much 


Justin plucked away at the strings in an intense guitar solo. It wasn’t really the same 
without that amp; but it still sounded pretty damn good with the way Justin bended 
the strings at just the right spots. He hadn’t noticed it but apparently someone had 
started putting down a drum-beat as he continued to play. Daisuke, believe it or 
not; it seemed he knew the song, since it was the exact same drum beat as the 
actual song. Either that or he got really lucky. Justin continued to wail away on his 
guitar for a solid two or so minutes before ending the song by rapidly strumming 
away at some power chords. There was a slight applause at the end; much to 
Justin’s embarrassment. He hadn’t noticed everyone listening in; he was much too 
concentrated on trying not to fuck up. The tempo of the song was too fast for him 
NOT to give it his full attention. His face turned beat red as he pushed his guitar off 
to the side, trying to pretend that didn’t just happen. 


“Uh... yeah...” Justin stuttered abit, his cheeks heating up at an alarming rate. He 
was a little annoyed with all the smiles he was getting from the rest of the currently 
present members of the investigation team. Dammit you people; this is why | don’t 
perform on stage. 


“Holy crap, that was amazing!” Chie practically shouted, much to Justin’s 
displeasure. He didn’t want people making a big deal out of this; he just played a 
little guitar, that’s all. Now please stop starring at me. 


“It’s nothing...” Justin continued to stumble about in embarrassment. Yu just sort of 
shook his head. Even after that entire room had just acknowledged he had some 
pretty impressive guitar skills, he still refused to acknowledge that he had some 
talent. Either Justin was the most modest motherfucker Yu had ever seen, or he had 
absolutely no self-esteem. And honestly, Yu was leaning towards the latter. Justin 
simply refused to take ANY compliment, so it wasn’t just this. Really, it’s like the 
guy thought it was wrong to be praised. 


“I'd beg to differ.” Yu remarked, crossing his arms a bit. Justin just shook his head, 
looking in the opposite direction. He didn’t want to talk about this. He really didn’t. 
But that’s alright; because the bell soon rang, and the teacher soon made his way 
in. Thankfully he didn’t hear Justin’s little performance. He didn’t need to get praise 
from this guy too. Justin just wanted to be treated the same as everyone else; not 
like Some god who had came down from the heavens to deliver them the power of 
metal. 


“Alright everyone settle down.” Mr. Kentaro shouted over all the commotion as he 
made his way over to his desk. “Alright everyone; I’m glad to see that most of you 
brought your instruments. And for those of you who haven't, that’s okay. We have a 
few instruments here. There not super high-quality or anything, but they’ll do. Now | 
bet you’re all wondering why you needed to bring your instruments in. Well, all of 
you are going to separate into groups of four; where you will be working together on 
playing music for the next few weeks. At the end of the quarter, you are all going to 
have to give a performance-“ 


“FUCK!” Justin choked up, not at all subtly. Thankfully, it seemed Mr. Kentaro was 
too busy giving his speech to catch the obscenity. Everyone else though; not so 
much. They were a little confused what Justin could possibly be worrying about after 
that performance. It wasn’t that Justin didn’t think he had the talent, of course. It 
was just that he got really stage shy. Like REALLY REALLY stage shy. He just 
couldn’t stand people watching him. It just made him feel different. He’d much 
rather blend in with the crowd, like he was one with the group. 


But no. No he never got to be part of the crowd. It hurt his chest just thinking about 
iw 


“Now don’t worry if you don’t know how to play; all we’re looking for is an effort. 
You'll be graded on teamwork, consistent effort, and attitude. Now, everyone gather 
into your groups; four each.” Mr. Kentaro continued. Justin was too busy trying to 
look away from everyone else to really give the rest of his group a confirmation that 
he was onboard. He didn’t need to, though; Yu had pretty much decided for the four 
of them that they were going to be a band. 


“Perfect, so we’re a group right?” Yu thought out loud. Justin turned to face Yu, his 
face still slightly red, though he could otherwise interact with the others no 
problem. So long as they didn’t talk about his little performance, he’d be fine. 
Besides, something had just dawned upon him. Only four to a group right? Well, 
that might be problematic. 


“Hold on wait a second... You play trumpet, you play keyboard, you play bass, and | 
play guitar, right?” Everyone nodded, not entirely sure what Justin was trying to get 
at. “...So then who’s going to play drums?” Everyone just sort of froze for a 
moment. Crap, Justin was entirely right; they NEEDED a drum player, no doubt 
about it. But by the time they had realized the lack of a crucial member to their 
band, everyone else had managed to get in their own groups... Each of which 
having a drummer. Well it was official; the investigation team’s band was fucked. 


“Shit!” Chie muttered to herself, placing her hands across her mouth as the 
obscenity left her mouth. She had no problem swearing, she had a problem 
swearing in front of teacher and her friends. Hell, Yukiko almost seemed a bit 
caught off guard by the cuss word that had dripped from Chie’s lips. She really 
hadn’t started swearing as much as she did until she started dating Justin. In a way, 


he was a horrible influence on her. But she didn’t say anything. After all, if putting 
up with a few swears meant Chie would be happy, no one would object in the 
slightest. 


“So... what are we going to do now?” Yu questioned out loud. They had kinda 
screwed the pooch on this one. They didn’t need a trumpet player in the slightest; 
just the guitar, bass, and drums. Keyboard, not so much, but certainly more than 
the trumpet. Justin rubbed his finger along his chin as he tried to figure out a 
solution to their dilemma... He might have an idea. 


“Well... Not every band really NEEDS a drummer...” Justin pondered out loud. Chie 
passed him a slightly look of disbelief and confusion. 


“What are you talking about? Of COURSE we need a drummer.” Chie remarked with 
slight annoyance. She thought Justin was loseing it at this point. “Look, | can take 
the drums. | mean, all you do is hit stiff, right?” Chie questioned, completely 
clueless about how difficult it was to actually drum. Justin rubbed at his chin a bit 
before turning around to Mr. Kentaro, who had been walking around the room 
listening in on everyone’s conversations. 


“Is it alright if we bring in someone from outside the class?” Justin questioned. Mr. 
Kentaro was a bit caught off guard by the question. They already had four 
members, why would they need to bring someone else in. 


“For what?” 


“We still need a drummer, and | have a friend outside of school that plays drums.” 
Justin tried to play concisely. Everyone else was just a bit confused. Who the hell 
was Justin talking about? It obviously wasn’t Yosuke, he played guitar. Kanji, 
maybe? He looked like he liked to break shit. Mr. Kentaro shrugged slightly. He 
wanted to say ‘no’ but he did understand the necessity of having a drummer in your 
band. 


“If you need to.” Mr. Kentaro remarked before walking away. Justin sighed in slight 
relief before extending his hands out like he was holding an invisible box in between 
his hands, waving them slightly at the others as he addressed them. 


“Alright, Maya knows how to play drums. Like really good. So if we need her to 
come in, just say the word and I'll get her onboard.” Justin explained. Everyone 
passed each other a slight glance and nod of support. It sounded like a good idea to 
them. Of course; that was partially because they didn’t know Maya was good at 
ROCK BAND drums and not REAL drums. Justin just hoped that transitioned over to 
real drums alright. | mean, it couldn’t be THAT much different, right? 


“Yeah, alright... That sounds like a good idea.” Chie spoke out loud, more or less 
speaking on behalf of the group. Great, now they had some other business to settle. 


“Alright, so obviously we need a band that has a horn section and a keyboard 
section. |am assuming we’re just covering a real song anyway. Anyway; any 
suggestions?” Justin asked out lout. All he got was a few shakes of the head from 
everyone though. They couldn’t think of any band that had a horn AND piano 
section. “Nothing? Well... | know Electric Light Orchestra has all those in a lot of 
their songs. So does Chicago...” 


“| don’t know either of those bands...” Yukiko spoke up timidly. She was a little 
ashamed to say that really, mostly because she knew Justin was a big ELO fan. He 
had practically fangasmed over them the first day of music class. Justin’s eyes 
widened slightly. He wasn’t sure what he should be more annoyed by; them not 
knowing ELO, or them not knowing Chicago. 


“Evil Woman? Mr. Blue Sky? Sweet Talkin’ Woman, Strange Magic, Telephone Line; | 
mean come on, you don’t know ANY of those songs?” Everyone just shook their 
head. Justin was disgusted to say the least. | am so sorry Jeff Lynn; they know not 
what they speak. “Look, trust me on this; they’re good. Like really good... |have a 
couple of CDs at home | can bring in tomorrow; you guys can listen for yourself.” 
Justin pleaded with them, trying to persuade them to his side of thinking. Of course, 
he wasn’t going to do that until they actually HEARD them, so he wasn’t going to 
get much further with that. But alas, they HAD to pick one of those two; they were 
the only two bands Justin knew that had both a horn section and a keyboard 
section. Plus it was easy to learn their songs. It was just perfect for this kind of 
thing. 


“Alright, | guess that will work...” Yu pondered out loud. He was skeptical to do 
anything from a band he had never heard of. Even if Justin knew for a fact he had 
heard damn near every song they wrote. EVERYONE has heard these songs; you 
just wouldn’t know them until you listened to them is the thing. He was just hoping 
they didn’t waste too much time trying to pick a song. They still needed to learn it 
and all that shit too. They’d probably have to have a few after-school practice 
sessions or something. Though there was no way in hell they were going to move 
Yukiko’s piano anywhere, and the obviously couldn’t just rock out at her inn... 
They'd have to see if this room was available after school. Justin hoped to god it 
was. After all, dragging Maya into the building, when she didn’t actually go to school 
there, during school hours might be a bit complicated. 


“You have my word; I'll try to stay clear of the disco.” Justin joked slightly. No one 
got the joke though. Of course they wouldn’t, why would they? But that was alright; 
because secretly, Justin very much enjoyed disco. He had no qualms playing a disco 
song. Besides, Justin was positive all the more disco oriented ELO songs had all the 
sections they needed. And that was if they didn’t have a dedicated front man (which 
would probably be Yu if they needed to. He could sing, and not every song had a 
trumpet in it). 


“So... What are we going to call our band?” Chie questioned out loud. Justin’s eyes 
widened with slight excitement. He hadn’t even thought about naming their band. 
Hell, that sounded like a lot of fun. Justin could really go for fun right about now. 
Honestly, he was still embarrassed about his little show of guitar prowess a few 
moments ago. But it wasn’t just that either. He found himself worrying about Maya 
everytime he thought of her now. And it seemed she always found a way of 
creeping into these conversations. Justin needed to clear his mind; fun seemed like 
a good way of doing that. 


“Justin Tylor and the Not as Important People Who Play Instruments.” Justin 
chuckled a bit. Chie just shook her head, a slight grin on her face. The others didn’t 
think the joke was quite as funny; though Yu at least got that was a joke. Yukiko 
looked like she took the remark seriously for a moment. Justin either needed to 
work on his sarcasm skills, or Yukiko still needed help working that stick out of her 
ass. She had been getting better, mind you, but still... Sometimes it felt like she 
wasn’t really with the rest of the group; like she felt out of place. She was too formal 
sometimes, and she was much too stiff. Only when she had those laughing fits did it 
seem like she had really loosened up around the rest of the group. 


“Well... Most rock bands just throw the most metal words they can think of together 
for their names, right?” Yu pondered out loud. 


“You're thinking Hard Rock and Metal. Which isn’t really the same kind of music 
we’re going to have to end up doing.” 


“What would you call it then?” 


“I think the genre’s called either symphonic rock or progressive rock. It’s one of 
those. But | just call it classic rock.” Justin shrugged slightly. It was important that 
they realized that what they were doing was going to be more akin to something an 
orchestra would perform, with some rock influences thrown in; not a complete rock 
band. Yu just shrugged a bit. 


“Still, that doesn’t mean we can’t have an awesome name. Justin you know more 
about this stuff than | do. What do ‘symphonic rock’ bands name themselves?” Yu 
questioned. He didn’t want to shoot out any names that would be overkill for what 
they were trying to accomplish, after all. Justin rubbed at his chin a bit as he 
organized his thoughts out loud. 


“Well... Most of them just named themselves after the city or state they came from. 
Kansas, Chicago... Not the same kind of rock band, but Boston. You get the point.” 


“So... We call ourselves Inaba?” Yu raised an eyebrow slightly. Justin shook his 
head. 


“Doesn't really have a nice ring to it.” Justin sighed slightly. He’d be a-okay naming 
the band after a place, but it certainly wasn’t going to be Inaba. It just didn’t sound 


right. Maybe they should just name it ‘San Diego,’ since both Justin and Maya came 
from their after all. Plus it sounds like something you'd actually name a band. 
“There’s also Pink Floyd, King Crimson, Genesis, Rush, Electric Light Orchestra, 
Yes... Basically, it doesn’t have to be very flashy. Just something simple; that’s the 
charm of it.” 


“You have any ideas, Justin?” Yukiko questioned. He seemed to have a good idea 
what makes a good progressive rock band name. Alas, he did not, however. He liked 
punk rock and hard rock; so pretty much every idea he had for a cool band name 
was just too... heavy, for lack of a better word. It just didn’t fit the style. Which is a 
shame; Chaos Theory would have been one hell of a name under any other 
circumstance. 


“Not really.” Justin sighed, slightly disappointed in his lack of creativity. Chie tilted 
her head to the side for a moment, trying to think of a good name. Keep it simple... 


“What about Five?” Justin passed Chie a slight look of surprise and confusion. Five? 
Well that’s an odd name; but it’s simple, rolls off the tongue. He kind of liked it ina 
way. “I mean, there’s going to be five of us, right?” As much as Justin liked it 
however, Yu and Yukiko didn’t. It sounded kind of lazy to them, like it had taken five 
seconds to come up with. Probably because it did. 


“Not quite...” Yu pondered out loud for a moment before being struck with an idea 
like a sack of cinderblocks. It was a stupid, stupid name. But in a way, he really liked 
it. “I got one. Untitled. Like... When you’re working on a paper and you haven't 
named it yet.” Yu tried to explain. It was silent for a moment as everyone pondered 
the name. It was lazy, but it was lazy in a very self aware and clever way... In a way, 
that was a good thing. 


“..[ like it.” Justin spoke up after a short pause. “It’s short, not too flashy, but 
expressive and distinct. But... Uh... If | may?” 


“Shoot.” 


“Untitled doesn’t really sound quite right. How ‘bout ‘The Band with No Name.’ You 
know, like that guy Clint Eastwood played in ‘the Good, the Bad, and the Ugly.’” 
Everyone nodded abit. They liked the revision; same message, only catchier. It 
worked, despite being stupid as fuck. But then, they supposed Yes was a stupid 
band name too. “We also need a motto. Like something your fans wear on a t-shirt.” 


“Uh Justin?” Chie spoke up, interrupting his creative process. He passed her a look 
of puzzlement, unaware of what it was she wanted to say. 


“Yeah?” 


“We’re only playing one song. Might want to hold off on the merchandise.” 


